OLD GERMANY

their dull elders circulating in the corridor around the hat-
and-cloak rooms, the compulsory financial pillar of the
German stage. I knew how important an institution this
theatre was to the young life of Germany, as it had been to
me ; but nothing less than the stage of Berlin, where plays
had long runs and Reinhardt was in command at the Deut-
sches Theater, would have contented me. I had to escape
from science and Bavaria together. At the worst, I knew
that an English honours graduation followed by a German
post-graduate course could always earn me a living in a
university college at home ; and meanwhile the world was
giving me a free chance as writer and theatre man.
An opportunity arose of going to Zurich for a further
stay in Europe, and I accepted it at once. The change of
university solved the scientific problem forthwith, and new
surroundings promised greater freedom of every kind.
Perhaps the Alps of Switzerland were higher too ; it was
certain that the Zugspitze was dwindling. This was the
summer of 1908 ; and had I known it, I was saying farewell
to Old Germany and everything it meant. Leaning from
the window as the train started, I exchanged the familiar Du
with fellow-students, and then blew a kiss to a Munich girl
I had never set eyes on before. When we were safely moving
out, she returned it gaily. An hour or two kter we drew
up on a pier by Lake Constance, and embarked on a steam-
boat which lost the German shore to view before sighting
the Swiss lowlands with their jagged background. Yes, the
Alps were higher ; and the next great lake with the city at
its outflow looked very much as the posters of Continental
travel had always pictured it.
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